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THE FAITH OF A LITTLE CHILD 

By Mary E. Bayley, R.N. 
New York City 

44TX ADDY, you won't have to bring me home, will you? I'll walk 
1— 9 like other little boys?" The man addressed, busy with his 
own thoughts, apparently did not hear. With a little blue-eyed boy 
nestled against his shoulder, he hurried along the country road intent 
upon making the next street car. "Daddy, how far does the big 
doctor live?" "A long distance. We have yet to take the train." 
"Oh! he lives in the big city," said the child. "Daddy, why does the 
doctor live in the city ? Is it because God put him there ?" "There are 
more little crippled children in the city," the father answered. "Lit- 
tle boys like me?" "Yes, hundreds of little boys like you and also 
little girls." "Daddy, how many is a hundred ?" "A hundred is much 
more than you can count. A hundred little boys and girls would more 
than fill this car." 

"Daddy, how long have you known the doctor?" "Daddy does not 
know him yet, but we will know him within a few hours. Don't you 
remember, you heard Mrs. Johnson telling mother all about the little 
chidren she knew whom the doctor had helped so much?" Harold 
was apparently satisfied with the explanation, for nestling his head 
on his father's shoulder he went fast asleep. 

It was long past noon when the nurse, stepping into the waiting 
room, said : "Mr. Forbes, we are ready for Harold now. Poor little 
angel. He has had a long wait and has been so good." Tape measure 
in hand, the doctor drew up a low stool and seated himself beside the 
examining table, studying the child for a second with that counte- 
nance, which (to those who knew him best) bespoke infinite pity. 
Yes, it was that! Infinite pity — made no less dim by the hand of 
time. For awakened, it always was, by the sight of one of the inno- 
cents felled by the pestilence, — that pestilence "which walketh in 
darkness and wasteth in noon day," — the dread Infantile Paralysis. 
But, instantly master of his compassion, the good doctor smilingly 
asked: "Harold, how old are you?" "I am four, going to be five 
Christmas. And after that I'll be six. Then I am going to school, 
whether I am asked or not." 

The nurse stepped forward, notebook and pencil in hand, and 
read the preliminary history which had been secured from the father. 
After this the doctor began a careful detailed test of all the involved 
muscles, dictating to the nurse as he proceeded, the result of each test. 
Then finishing the examination, he turned, but remained seated on the 
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stool, with his back to Harold. The father ceased his restless pacing 
of the room and while waiting for the verdict, drew a chair near. As 
was his wont, when in deep thought, the doctor sat for a few moments 
silently stroking his beard. Then raising his eyes and seeing on the 
father's face an anxious, expectant look, he ventured: "He was hit 
pretty hard, Mr. Forbes. Somewhat young just now for a radical 
operation. But when he is older, we can materially help him by 
muscle transplantation. I would advise waiting another year. In the 
meantime we can, — " But there was a tugging at the doctor's sleeve. 
Turning, a pair of blue eyes went searchingly to his, and with a 
seraphic smile that lifted those seeing almost to the heavens, Harold 
was saying: "Doctor, am I all well now? Can I get up and walk?" 
And while we who had watched struggled with our emotions, we heard 
a prayer. No, not such a prayer as one is accustomed to hear. But 
a prayer none the less. For the doctor had lifted the child to his knee, 
and resting his hand on the little fellow's head, spoke thus : "Little 
one, would that I had that power, — that power to say: 'Thy faith 
hath made thee whole'." Surely, the Master was right when he said : 
"A little child shall lead them." 



THE COMMUNITY NURSE AS A HEALTH FACTOR 

By Elizabeth Selden, R.N. 
San Francisco, California 

THE medical profession of today aims to practice preventive 
rather than curative medicine; by this I mean educating the 
masses in the principles of right living, thus preventing the original 
illness as well as its recurrence. To accomplish this desirable result 
it will be most necessary to have the right sort of people as the edu- 
cators in order that the gospel of health be taught thoroughly and 
correctly. There are many of these groups of educators ; in fact, we 
find them in almost every line of work. It is the Public Health Nurs- 
ing Service group of educators which interests us and especially the 
worker herself as a factor in health. 

Medical science divides the causes of disease into two classes: 
the direct, and the indirect or predisposing, — such as age, sex, 
heredity, race, climate, habits, occupation and physical environment. 
Under physical environment are included bad air, impure water, 
overcrowding, unsanitary working conditions, underfeeding from 
lack of knowledge in selecting the food, or from the lack of funds 



